MILITIAMEN LEARN THEIR JOBS
Argo i and Argo 2. Argo A is a little way i
rear.  The three tanks advance across the
Advance/
Mysterious forces operated under the table and
the tanks bounded onwards through the thickets.
'From the spinney here' (the instructor indicated
it with his cane) 'an anti-tank gun opens fire on
Argo i. Argo i immediately conceals itself with
smoke-bombs and sends a wireless message to the
group commander. What is the message. You,
Beeton?'
'Argo i to Argo A . . / (the message followed).
'Good,' said the instructor, 'what is the com-
mander's reply? You, Smith/
The commander gave his orders. The tanks
moved over the sand. Headquarters intervened
from its depths. The pupils were completely
immersed in the game. Their replies seemed precise
and intelligent enough.
'Now,' said the instructor, 'you'll see the same
operation outside/
And soon we were in the snow and wind on the
crest of some rising ground that made me think of
the battles of Napoleon. Around us the fields and
woods, the pools and cliffs and great folds
lengthened by the snow stretched into an unseen
distance. This was God's table. But for what tragic
game? Soon there loomed over the hill a tank, a
green, stumbling monster. Then another, Argo i
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